MORNING

me. No, don't smile. Please! I know you think it's
just a commonplace infatuation, but if I could only per-
suade you to see the girl yourself and listen to her story,
I believe you'd help her."

" Well, first of all let us be quite clear about the situa-
tion," said Waterlow with a touch of brutality in his
manner. He had heard so many tales of human misery
during these last months that he could not altogether hide
a certain resentment he felt against this beautifully dressed,
rich, handsome, and socially secure young man, whose
duty was so inextricably mixed up with his own peace of
mind. " You have fallen madly in love with an un-
desirable young woman of doubtful nationality, ambigu-
ous status, and deplorable morals."

" If you like to put it that way, yes. But I'm certain
that you'll find out for yourself how exceptional she is."

" The woman we love is always exceptional," said
Waterlow coldly. " The point is that she is not ex-
ceptional enough to make you pitch away the world
for her. No, no, don't protest. I'm not criticizing you
for that. On the contrary I applaud these dregs of
commonsensc that you allow yourself. Still, you'll admit
that even your love is not blind enough to see that, from
a worldly standpoint, there are grave objections to her."

" I don't think I should make her happy," said Arthur
sullenly.

" Quite so. And she certainly wouldn't make you
happy. Very well. So long as she remains in reach, you
haven't the courage to break with her and you haven't
the self-control to let her go her own way,"

" It's not a question of self-control. I might argue
that I have too much imagination," said the young man,
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